



TheTragedie 

Glo . Tufli, that was in the rage? 

Speakc it againe,and cuenwith the word, 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy ioue, 

Shall for thy loue kill a farretruer loue, 

To both their deaths thou (halt be acceirarie. 

La. I would / knew thy heart. 

Glo. Tis figured in my tongue. 

La. I fcarcl me both are falfe. 

Glo. Then neuer manwasrrue. 

La. Well, well, jra^pyourfword. 

Glo , Say then my peace is made. 

Zrf.Thatfh.dl you know hereafter. 

Glo. 2?ut 1 (hall Hue in hope. 

La. All men / hope liuefo, 

Glo. Vouchsafe to weare this ring. 

Xrf. To take is not to giue, 

Glo. Look how this ring incompalfeth thy finger, 
Euen Co thy bread inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Wergboth cfthcm,for botheifthemare thinc- 
And ifthy poorc fuppliant may 
But beg one fauour >at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirmc his happinclfe foreucr : 

La. What is it ? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leauethefe fad deilgnes 
7*0 him that hath more caufe to be a mourner. 

And prcfcntly repaire to Crosbie place, 

Where after / haue folemncly enterred 
At Chertfie Monaftcrie this nobleTing, 

And wet his graue with my repentant teares, 

I will with all expedient dutie fte you: 

Fordiuers vn^nowne reafons,I bcfccch you 
Graunt me this boonc, 

La. fEith all my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

To fee you arc become fo penitent: 

Trefiilland Barely . goc along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then youdeferue: 

But finccyou't each me how to flatter you 
Imagine I haue find farewell alrcadie. Exit . 
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of Richard the thirds 

Glo. Sirs,take vp the corfc. 

Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 

Glo. No : to White Fryers : there attend my comming. 
Waseucr woman in this humor woed l Exeunt. Manet Glo. 
Wis eucr wotuan in this humour wonne ? 

He haue her,but I will not keepe her long, 
jphat I that kild her husband and Ijcr father, 

To take her in her hearts t xtreameft hcate : 

With curfcs in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnelfe ofher hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefe barres againlt me, 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But theplaine Diuell and dilTemblmg j° okc s» 

And yet to win her all the world to nothing.Hah t 

Hath fhe forgot alreadic that brauc Prince 

Edward, her Lord, whom I fomc three months fince 
Stabd in my angry moodatTcwxbury ? 

A Tweeter and a louelier gentleman, „ 

Framd in the prodigalitic of nature : 

Yong, valiant, wife, and no doubt right royal!, 

The fpacious world cannot againc attoord. 

And will (he yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fwcetc Prince, 

And made her widdow to a w -dull bed . 

On me,whofc all not equals Edwards moity, 

Onmethathalt,andamvnfhapcnthus. - - 

My dukedome tobcabcggerly demer, 

I do miflakc mypetlon ail this while. 

Vpon my life (he finds, although I cannot 

My felfc,to be a maruailou?. proper naan. 

lie be at charges for a Looking-glalle, 

And enters inc fomc fcore or two of tailors 
To fludic fafliions to adorjtny bodie, 

Sincc/am creptin fauour with my lelte, 

I will maintaine it withjilittlc coif. 

But firft He turne y ou fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue. 

Shi^coutfairefunne,tillI haucboug^agllw^ 

That I may fee my lhadow as I pa ( Te, 
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